For there is motion in corruption.

As some days are at the creation nam'd

Before the sun, the which fram'd days, was framed

So after this sun's set some shew appears.

An orderly vicissitude of years.

Yet a new deluge, and of Lethe flood.

Hath drown'd us all; all have forgot all good,

Forgetting her, the main reserve of all:

Yet in this deluge, gross and general,

Thou seest me strive for life; my life shall be

To be hereafter prais'd for praising thee,

Immortal Maid! who though thou wouldst refuse

The name of Mother, be unto my Muse

A father, since her chaste ambition is

Yearly to bring forth such a child as this*

These hymns may work on future wits, and so

May great-grand-children of thy praises grow;

And so, though not revive, embalm and spice

The world, which else would putrify with vice;

For thus man may extend thy progeny

Until man do but vanish, and not file.

These hymns the issue may encrease so io&g,

As till God's great Yenite change the song*

Thirst for that time, O my insatiate Scud!      %